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down the iron stair to be lined up on the ground floor. The man
who was whimpering was just across the well from me. When the
group stopped before him and his name was called he shrieked
and went down on his knees, his hands uplifted in supplication.
But it was one of the difficulties of the time that a supplicant was
never sure to whom to raise his hands and an appeal spread over
a group is wasted. He was jerked to his feet and bustled down the
stairway. I followed him.
There were about a hundred and fifty of us in three long lines
under close guard when the Commissar's group came down to
the ground again. The man in the cloth cap ran his eyes over us,
counting. I knew him later as Bokia, who had been Uritzky's chief
assistant. Pavloff, beside him, was obviously distressed. In the few
encounters I had had with this ex-steel worker, who commanded
the Cross Prison, I had found him kindly and humane to a degree.
He was fanatically Marxian in his economics but deeply humani-
tarian in his sympathies, and like many other members of the
Bolshevik Party in the first period of the Workers' revolution who
found themselves in positions of power over the bourgeois and
intellectual classes, had been at pains to try to persuade them from
their opposition to the regime with an earnest display of his own
Marxian beliefs combined with a rough exhortation to be sensible
and face the extinction of their class as a class with equanimity and
resignation. There was a strong vein of humour in the black walrus-
moustached Commissar, and most of his prisoners respected and
liked him. He had been imprisoned as a "dangerous revolutionary"
during the war for the "crime" of telling an officer he would rather
be in the trenches than in the labour battalion to which the officer
was transferring him. It was unwise of a Russian soldier even to
show courage without orders. Now he was pushing his cap to the
back of his head and scratching abstractedly with the one hand
while the other was excitedly stuffing one of the ends of his black
moustache into his mouth.
The picture was grotesque but it was thoroughly eloquent to
us of his concern and dismay. Whatever it was that was in prepara-
tion for us he evidently knew all about it, and seeing the effect the
knowledge was having on him we looked to him dumbly as to a
mother. The idealist interrogator of my recent revolver incident
seemed equally unnerved and we were being looked at curiously,
I thought pityingly, by some of the soldiers. Only Bokia was grim
and masterful, proceeding with his counting.
Pavloff pulled his cap off and swung round, interrupting Bokia.
"Excuse me, Comrade, I must make a further protest against the
method of this selection. This is no selection at all. There must be